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and peer down at you through the branches; a face
scarred and pinched by suffering and weariness and
fear. It was as if something evil from the darkness,
which he did not understand, had suddenly appeared
in his quiet verandah. He looked out nervously over
Silindu's head into the night: the light of the lamp
in the verandah made it seem very dark outside.
The Ratemahatmaya became still more afraid in the
silence which followed Silindu's speech. He sud-
denly got up and shouted for his servant. There
was the sound of movements in the back of the
house, and a dirty servant boy, in a dirty vest and
cloth, came blinking and yawning into the verandah.
The Ratemahatmaya told him to stand by Silindu.
The Ratemahatmaya drew in a deep breath of
relief. The beating of his heart became quieter.
"Now, yakko!" he said in a sharp angry tone,
"stand up."
Silindu did not move; he looked up at the Rate-
mahatmaya with weary eyes and said, "Hamadoro!
I am very tired. For days now there has been no
rest for me. Aiyo! I cannot remember how long it
is now since I sat quiet in my compound. Let me
sleep now. I have corne straight to you and told you
all. I thought at first I would run away. I could
have lived out there for months, and you would not
have caught me. But I was tired of all this: I am